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Summary: In a kingdom, where magic is believed to be extinct, a dark 
fairy rises and claims the throne for herself. Now it is up to a 
lofty prince, a revenge-seeking princess, an unfortunate healer and a 
dubious deserter to save the country. The time is running out... 
Features elements of Sleeping Beauty, Beauty and the Beast and 
several other Fairy Tales 


The Seventh Gem 

**_Prologue | Mountains of Cretho, Agrea, Year 283 _** 

You are standing there, at the rim of the woods- where the dark green 
of the needle trees meets the brownish red of the meadow. The battle 
continues, fierce as ever. 

Horses stumble, knights and rebells alike fall to the ground. 

And yet you are standing there child, with your locks golden as 
sunlight, watching me. 

Me, lying on the cold blood-drenched floor, unable to move or to 
speak . 

The pain in my chest is so intense, feling as if the claws that 
wounded me were still there, tearing my body apart. 

I feel my strength departing, surely from the loss of blood. My mind 
starts spinning, my thoughts slowly becoming an incoherent sequence 
of pictures und sentences. 

Tell me child, is this how dying feels? I want to call out to you, 
but no sound escapes my cracked lips. 

And you stand still, your gaze not leaving me. You wear the same 
dress you wore the last time, white and clean as your innocence. 



Do you hate me, child? Do you feel satisfaction, now that you see me 
in the same pathetic situation I left you to die? 

I turn my head away from you, looking for Damien or Arisa or anyone 
vaguely familiar. 

But to me, my sight merely a blurry mess of shadows, everyone looks 
the same. 

The Fairy's subjects, the rebells- they all look the same, they all 
fight in the same desperate war. Does it matter anymore to me, who 
will win this fight? Does it matter to those fallen? This is a war 
for the living- a war, which brings death to the whole 
kingdom . 

"Cassia." I hear your voice calling my name, sweet as any child's 
voice . 

And while I feel blood seeping from my wound, I slowly turn around my 
head . 

In my darkening vision I can see you sharply against the blurred 
trees. You are smiling, child. 

Do you feel joy at my own misery? No, your smile shows nothing but 
friendliness. Why would you be friendly towards me? 

"Good night. Cassia", you whisper, while my heavy eyelids close. It 
is the last thing I will hear. 

The battle cries, the growls, the moans- I can't hear any of 
that . 

They say, you see your whole life in retrospect in the face of death. 
But I see nothing but darkness. 

_Help me. I don't want to die._ 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p><em><strong>Hello everyone and welcome to my story! Well, that 
was the prologue of my FantasyFairy Tale- story and I hope, you liked 
it so far. 

><strong>_ 

_**I'm sorry for any spelling or grammar mistakes (I'm sadly not a 
Native English speaker) . Also, I would be very glad to hear some 
critic/ opinions on this from you guys.** 

><em> 

_**Have a lovely day and read you soon, WAPN**_ 


End 
f lie . 



